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He was sitting in an armchair in a darkened room and thinking about the 
people he knew and thinking what utter bastards they all were. At that 
moment he was feeling the best thing for him would be to stay in that 
darkened room and never go near any of these bastards again; never open 
the door, never answer the phone again. At least there was some peace 
there where he was. He knew all their tricks of mind and tricks of speech 
and it all seemed such shit to him that he wondered why the hell he ever 
got in contact with any of these people in the first place. Christ they 
were fucking horrible in his eyes at that moment. How do you | cope with 
shit like that? He couldn't do it. He lacked the skills to do it. Perhaps 
he was shit to them but they were able to put him down as shit, yes even 
to his face, any time it took their fancy. They always kept the upper 
hand. He lacked energy for that. He would listen and see the shitpot's 
point of view but never wanted to put anybody down. That's the way they 
came to him to bend his ear and take all they could. Well, whose fault 
was it but his own: he was a nothing. You don't have to give anything, 
not the least little bit, to a nothing. You don't expect to be asked 
for anything and when you are it makes you feel cheap and weak just like 
the nothing feels and you don't want to be a nothing: no, no, never let 
it get about that you are no better than he is - a poor little answering 


service nothing. 


The message had Boots flummoxed, because Felix's handwriting appeared to have 
suffered the same sea-change as the rest of him. Boots showed it to Martha, 

his downstairs neighbour, when she came up in the afternoon. "It's ina 
foreign language," said Martha, "that's why you can't make it out." Boots 
looked at it agaim and thought there was a fifty-fifty chance she could be 
right. "But I wonder what language it is," said Boots. Martha, the professional 
clairvoyant, started picking up all the wrong vibrations. She felt Boots was 
putting her to a test, trying to catch her out. "There's something wrong," she 
said, "there's something wrong." She picked up the photograph and studied it 
at arm's length, tilting it this way and that. Then she shot a suspicious 
glance at Boots. "Why is he disguised like that?" said Martha. "Does your 
friend often play tricks like this?" Boots was suddenly alerted to the fact 
that this was no idle conversation. It dawned on him that Martha was doing a 
divination job on the photograph, The fact was he had not been thinking along 
these lines. He had simply thought she might have a sharper eye for squiggly 
handwriting than he had. He did not like to confess that he had forgotten all 
about Martha's special extra-sensory equipment, so he gave a lame little smile 
and said nothing. Martha walked slowly round the room, Felix's photograph in 
one hand and his card in the other, "It's not that they don't match, if you see 
what I mean ~ this handwriting and this picture," Martha went om. "They do. The 
match ts perfect, too perfect." She came up to Boots and laid the photograph 
and card om the small table im front of him, "So perfect im fact that it has to 
be artificial, phoney, if you take my meaning," She went to the door, "I'd go 
so far as te say that somebody, somewhere, my dear friend, is trying to pull 
your leg," 


But now the stranger in the artistic photograph had arrived in the flesh. 
Everything was the same as in the photograph. The deep tan visible on hands 
and face, the imperious moustache, the faintly tinted spectacles, the dickey- 
bow, the white suit; then there was the laborious edge which now hung about 
Felix's speech - an edge which, in some odd way, seemed to be as near 
equivalent to the jottings on the card as anything could be. 


"Cognac's cheap in Spain," Felix said. "I brought a couple of bottles back with 
me, And these cigars" - he spread three or four different kinds of packet out 
on the table - "they were Christmas presents. My mother, my sisters, my brothers 
and my brothers-in-law - they all gave me cigars." 
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it before so I can do it again, every time Wark typing the people unstairs 
begin to move about and make the floorboards creak. It is my only contact 
with them for I never hear their voices ot see their faces, but I must have 
some piece of writing to work from, that way I can work OK but not from 
a blank sheet of paper. I need something to use as a starting point, it 
doesn't matter what, anything will ae, but not a blank sheet of paper. So 
I am just practicing: keeping to my chair, at my desk, typing nothing very 
much but keepojg to my chair, at my desk. There is nothing just now here of 
| any value but it will come all right, of that I am certain, of that I am 
| absolutely certain, I have nothing to fear on that score, just filling a 
few sheets of paper, sitting typing, making my body stay still in front of 


the typewriter, that is good enough just now, one must start something \ 
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I see no help coming, no help at all. I don't know what to do or who 
to seek help from. There is no one I can ask, even if I could bring 
myself to ask or find a form of words which would express my need, 
Perhaps I do not trust enough. If that man there were approached, I'm 
sure he would be friendly enough. So approach him, throw your need 

in his face, you can do that. He cannot be more unsympathetic than 
just walk past you which he is doing now, now that you have not had 
the guts to ask and enquire, push yourself forward, get stuck in, in 
with the head down, what's the problem, you can do it, just buttonhole 
him. Anywway he's nothing, less even than you, if you only understood 
these things. Well, he doesn't, see? He doesn't understand anything, 
he's a dope, a big dope, see? You think because you were born an 
extrovert, every bugger's an extravert. Well, that palbably is not the 
case, my sweetie. Don't fret your sweeet little arse, this old fucker 
is not lying down, he's going to make it and as long as he can keep 
that horrible shithouse world out there at bay, he'll do OK, He don't 
neeed no word processor, no, no. Never liked the fuckers anyway. This 
is handy enough for me. You heard what I said you fuking pseudo human 
bourgeois dog head. Petty is the only word for you. Petty in every 
possible aspect. In an analytical cubist portrait of yourself you 
would have shithole alongside your dog head. That would suit your 
personality. O yes, this is handy enough for me: can't find any fault 
this ytypewriter. Can't find the least little fault with this very 
good little fine sweet and gentle typewryterweretser. Everybody I 
know thinks I have been robbed by the chating filthy mercenary 
insurance company. Well, this does me fine, I don't care, I can do 
what I like I am freed. I hope she likes my letter and picks up 


one or two little vibs. Algolagniac vibs. Who knows? Or cares. 
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it went on and on, there was no hope for him, his sense of shame engulfed him 
to the point where he could no longer think a good thought about himself, abo 
anything he had ever done or said in his whole life, there was no hope left 
in him, for him, all he could do was wallow in his guilt, in his sense of 
shaemfullness, his lowness, his lack of resource, his being nothing on earth, 
so what was left for him but to die, to lie in his bed and die, every day die 
till the final day when death would be finished with him, die, die, for it 
was all he was allowed to do, all that was expected of him, to compete was 
not expected fo him, not permitted, not for him, he was to die, fade out, lea 
ve the firled, be a nothing, that was all, simple, just do that, that was it, 
just stay there, be a nothing, die, the others were stronge?, the others coul 
d shout out, struggle, kick, punch, bite, tear the flesh, but not him, he was 
to die, leave the field, be a nothing, or maybe you could drink yourself to 
death, all that was there in front of him was drink or death, sleep, the long 
daily sleep, nothing, no acttivity permitted, nothing, be empty, stay silent, 
don't move, don't let the floorboards creak, THAT IS HE they will say, your 
head up but not permitted, not permitted, keep your head down, stay silent, 
don't walk about, making the floorboards creak, flushing the toilet, not you, 
not permitted, slamming a door, puttinf coal on the fire, they will hear, the 
y will say IT IS HE, they know you are a nothing, that nothing is permitted 
of life, not to you, they will laugh, they are lauching, don't let your dog 
bark, get drunk. do go to bed, stay silent, sleep, sleeh long, die, die, the 
long lingering death, for nothing is permitted you, nothing, nothing, do 

not raise your empty head, do not show your ugly face, do not move aboutm 
showing yourself like that, it is bizarre, it is quite bisarre of you, how 
awful you are, how terribly awful, well this cannot go on, but do not raise 


your head, just doe, lie and die, prtend, play dead, all will be forgiven 


